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Furious Angel 


"Youre a dirty needle 

Youre in my blood and there's no curing me 
And | want to run 

(like the blood from a wound) 


To a place you cant see me" - furious Angels’ - Rob Dougan 


l'm sprawled on the bed, a book on the pillow and a cigarette in my hand, in some dirty, no-name motel when | 


hear the cry. 
"IZZY" 


Oh fuck, not again. He's coming, probably drunk, definitely horny. My heart thunders in my rib cage as | quickly 


look for somewhere to hide. 
Bed, drawers, closet. Closet 


Grabbing my junk and rigs, | slip into the closet just as he crashes into the room. | quietly shut the flimsy 


door and lean against it, quickly preparing a syringe. 
"STRADUN! | KNOW YOU'RE IN HERE!" 
Fuck, fuck, fuck. Please, just go away! 


People ask me why | do drugs and, like the good little junkie | am, | just skirt around the issue. I'm not telling 
them the real reason | shoot my veins full of stinking drugs. That | need them just to get me through another 
"episode". That | need them to forget and drift while I'm being misused. 


"COME ON ISBELL! | CAN SMELL YOU!" he thunders as | slip the needle into a vein 
| pant, letting the sweet release rush over me. Nearly there, nearly ready for him. 


With the needle dangling from my arm, | turn my head, sweat beading along my forehead and he's there, a 
gleaming orb of an eyeball peering through the slats of the door. | shudder as a finger reaches in and brushes 
my cheek. 


"Hey little one," he whispers, quiet malice in his voice. 


The finger sweeps over my cheek again, the nail grazing my flesh and goosebumps skim across my skin. | hate 
these moments, hate what's going to happen next. No matter what, I'm trapped. Trapped in this closet, trapped 
by him, trapped in this cycle of drugs and abuse. 


The door's yanked open and Duff reaches in, hands cruelly grabbing my hair. | let out a low moan as he drags 
me out but it's not worth fighting over. Believe me, I've tried but it's only ended in tears. The constant wearing 
of sunglasses? Yep, they hide gifts from Duff. The baggy shirts? You guessed it - they hide the cuts, bruises 


and track marks. 


| struggle a little as he drags me to the bed and it seems to turn him on. And the more he's turned on, the 
quicker it's over. He snarls and throws me face down on the bed, the springs in the lumpy mattress digging 
deep into me. | look over my shoulder and stare at him, my hair beginning to stick to my face. No matter how 
often it happens, no matter how often he pins me beneath his long body, cold knives of fear still strike deep 
into my heart. 


Duff grins at me, feeding off the fear that's seeping from my pores. His hands tauntingly unzip his pants, 
letting them slowly slip to the floor and reveal his cock. It lies flat against his stomach, hard and throbbing. 


In the second it takes him to kick his jeans off, I'm scrambling for the window. My hands scrabble with the 
lock, desperate for escape. For once l'm going to evade Duff's drunken advances. | should have tried a long time 


ago but broken bones tend to prevent that. But Duff's too fast and the drugs slow me down. his hands rip at 
my hair, snapping me back to the bed. 


"No you don't" His fist connects with my face and the warm taste of blood begins to flood my mouth. 


He hauls me back onto my front, knocking the air from my lungs as he does. Strong hands claw at my 
trousers and | let out a pitiful whine as they're dragged down my legs. As soon as they're discarded, his long 
fingers tear the cheap shirt from my torso. I've lost count of how much fucking clothing I've had to beg, 
borrow and steal because of him. 


Why do you do this, Duff? What are you punishing me for, Duff? Are you my God, Duff? 


Then he's in me and a scream rips from my lungs as his cock rips me apart. He starts pounding away at my 
ass and, as the blood begins to slick my thighs, | let myself slip from my body. | float up to the ceiling and 
hang there, watching Duff rape my empty husk. | wish | could float away forever and let Duff come to and 
realise that he's been fucking a corpse. Because that's all | am right now, a walking, talking, guitar playing 
corpse. That would be my ultimate fantasy but it never happens. | always get dragged back to my shell to 


spend another day living under his leering gaze. 


You cant be my saviour, Duff. The drugs are my saviour, taking me away from you and putting me another plane 


of consciousness. Because that's what saviours do, isn't it? 


My body shudders and convulses as he forces himself into me. My hands tear at the cheap sheets as he 
tears at my skin and hair. But | feel no pain anymore. Its been beaten and raped out of me. l'm just Duff's sex 
toy, the thing he uses when he's angry, drunk and unable to get fucked any other way. 


What makes you do this, Duff? What changes you from your happy-go-lucky self into a whirling dervish of hate 
and anger? Is it the drink, Duff? Or is it something darker? 


My teeth grind against each other and | bury my face in the flimsy pillow, trying to hide while my spirit 
escapes, watching and mourning. Mourning as Duff chips away a little more of my soul. Every time | wake up 
from one of these incidents, | look in the mirror and my eyes seem a little darker than they were the night 
before. A little more dead as if Duffs transferring the darkness that lives in him into me. I'm becoming a 


vessel for his vented anger and rage, the emotions that no-one else sees. 
"You enjoy this, don't you, baby?" he hisses in my ear, his tongue flicking out to taste my sweat slicked skin. 
| shiver and bile swirls up my throat. Hurry up, Duff. Please, just hurry up and leave me to lick my wounds. 


No, | don't enjoy this. The only pleasure | get from this is knowing that when he leaves, I'll be safe for another 
day or two. Oh, and the drugs. The sweet, wonderful drugs that knock me out and let me sleep without Duff's 
demons taunting me. Duff's sweet voice that, through the night, laughs and mocks me, calling me a pussy and 
a fag. | was neither before | met him but now | actually believe them. There's nothing else in my life except 
for Duff and the drugs. Shoot up, rape, shoot up, rape. That's how it goes, week in, week out. Sometimes he'll 
leave me alone for a while, a couple of weeks or a month, tops. But the threat's always there. I'll catch him 


looking at me as | walk between the stage and the bar. Or smiling as | load my gear into the back of our van. A 


knowing smile that only | can decode. The smile that says, "Soon, Stradlin, soon." 


His hands grab my hair, pulling my head away from the pillow and arching my back. | let out a pained moan, his 
cock grating my insides, the blood and pre-come doing sweet fuck all to help. But they never do. It's always 
been like this. Always has been, always will be. 


Where's the anger come from, Duff? Who knocked you back this time, Duff? Was she pretty, Duff? With big tits 
and long blonde hair. Was she the mirror image of you, Duff? Or was it someone else? A shadow with long, dark 
curls? Was that who knocked you back, Duff? 


| can hear him panting, flecks of spittle raining down on my naked back as his hands grip me, holding me steady. 
| know he's close, so close yet still so far. his fingers viciously dig into my skin, leaving welts and blood in their 
wake. It'll hurt in the morning but it's nothing that the drugs won't take care of. I'll just stick my only friend 


into my arm and let the pain melt away. 


| can't remember when this all began and I've lost count of the number of times it's happened. All | remember 
is being woken one night to the sound of Duff hammering down my door. | let him and he jumped me, bending 
me over a table and brutally raping me. | vaguely remember screaming, kicking and trying to fend him off. But 
Duff's taller than me and he just landed blow after stinging blow until | shut up. It didn't take me long to learn 
to keep my mouth shut and my legs open. 


Why did he knock you back, Duff? I thought you weren't a "fag"? | thought that was just me, Duff? Won't he 
spread out lke you force me fo for you? Is that what it is, Duff? Youre frustrated because youre really gay and 


dont want to admit it? Youd rather just beat and rape me than admit youre in love with another man? 


Duff's pants change to howls and his hands pull away from me, only to return a second later balled into fists. 
Its no good trying to avoid the punches, they'll make contact anyway. And tomorrow I'll have lovely bruises to 
show for it. Purple and black bruises and maybe a cracked bone or two. | groan and pant as he hits my back 
and ribs, over and over, skin bowing and breaking to his attack. So much pain and frustration coming out of a 
normally pleasant man. | wonder, as he beats me, if he can read my thoughts. If he's tapped into my brain and 
knows what | know. I'm sure I've seen it, sure I've seen him giving Slash those big puppy dog eyes. But he'll 
never admit to it. He'll just keep thinking about it and keep coming back to me, night in, night out to hammer 
out his frustrations. 


His strong hand grabs the back of my head and forces my face into the pillow. That's it Duff, suffocate me, 
kill me. I've been silently begging you to do that for months but you've never had the courage. Never had the 
guts to kill the one thing that's keeping you from killing yourself. The claustrophobia takes over and | begin to 
thrash beneath him, howling and gasping for air, limps flailing as | desperately try to free myself. | can hear 
him laughing, a harsh, grating laugh that sits just below his ragged pants. Come on Duff, finish and fuck off. 
Fuck off and go back to watching your pretty guitarist. 


Finally he comes, forcing himself deep inside me as his hot come floods my ass and his hand pushes me deeper 


into the pillow. He yells and screams and I'm sure | hear him whisper our lead guitarists name. 


Then the weight lifts from my body and | pull myself up, gasping for air. Rolling onto my side, | vomit across 
the already stained carpet as a hand ruffles my hair. 


"Later," he hisses as he leaves. 


Leaving me alone, feeling dirty and used. That's the one feeling that's never changed, never left me. The tears 
dried up months ago and the screams died long before them. But the feeling of being a cheap fuck and a 
washed up punch bag, has always lingered. Always hung around like the smell of fear and rotting blood that will 
permeate the room for the rest of my stay. 


| lie, shaking, for a while longer before dragging myself from the bed. Standing before the mirror, | stare at 
myself, studying the mess. The cuts and the dripping blood. The quickly colouring bruises and mangled hair. The 
listless expression and dark, dead eyes. That's it. He's taken the last of me away, spirited it into his body and 
away from this room. There's no spark there anymore, no passion, no life. Duff's stolen everything from me, 
stolen it to replace the soul he lost the night he first raped me. The bitter howl that filled the room on that 
first night was him dying inside. | saw him with my own eyes afterwards, limp and panting. A walking corpse, 


unable to comprehend what he'd done. So now he's stolen everything from me to replace what he's lost. 
| hope the fucker enjoys it. 


~~e~The Ends ~~ 


